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My great reputation at the university long prevented
these meetings from being viewed with suspicion, and
when the revolutionary nature of our opinions occasionally
developed itself in a disregard for the authorities by some
of our society, who perhaps considered such licence as the
most delightful portion of the new philosophy, my interest
often succeeded in stifling a public explosion. In course of
time, however, the altered tenor of my own conduct could
no longer be concealed. My absence from lectures had
long been overlooked, from the conviction that the time
thus gained was devoted to the profundity of private
study ; but the systematic assembly at my rooms of those
who were most eminent for their disregard of discipline
and their neglect of study could no longer be treated with
inattention, and after several intimations from inferior
officers, I was summoned to the presence of the High
Principal.

This great personage was a clear-headed, cold-minded,
unmanageable individual. I could not cloud his intellect or
control his purpose. My ever-successful sophistry and my
ever-fluent speech failed. At the end of every appeal he
recurred to his determination to maintain the discipline of
of the university, and repeated with firmness that this was
the last time our violation of it should be privately noticed.
I returned to my rooms in a dark rage. My natural im-
patience of control and hatred of responsibility, which had
been kept off of late years by the fondness for society
which developed itself with my growing passions, came
back upon me, I cursed authority; I paced my room like
Catiline.

At this moment my accustomed companions assembled.
They were ignorant of what had passed, but they seemed
to me to look like conspirators. Moody and ferocious, I
headed the table, and filling a bumper, I drank confusion
to all government. TKey were surprised at such a novel